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The whistling pest came on, and pierced the bone,
And caught the yellow hair, that shrivelled while

it shone;                                                     385

Caught, like dry stubble fired, or like seerwood;
Yet from the wound ensued no purple flood,,
But looked a bubbling mass of frying blood.
His blazing locks sent forth a crackling sound,
And hissed, like red-hot iron within the smithy

drowned.                                                      390

The wounded warrior shook his flaming hair,
Then (what a team of horse could hardly rear,)
He heaves the threshold-stone, but could not

throw;

The weight itself forbade the threatened blow ;
Which, dropping from his lifted arms, came

down                                                           395

Full on Cometes' head, and crushed his crown.
Nor Rhaetus then retained his joy; but said,
* So by their fellows may our foes be sped,'
Then with redoubled strokes he plies his head :
The burning lever not deludes his pains,              400

But drives the battered skull within the brains.
66 Thus  flushed,   the   conqueror,   with force

renewed,

Evagrus, Dryas, Corythus, pursued.
First, Corythus, with downy cheeks, he slew ;
Whose fall when fierce Evagrus had in view,      405
He cried, * What palm is from a beardless prey ?*
Rhaatus prevents what more he had to say ;
And drove within his mouth the fiery death,
Which entered hissing in, and choked his breath.
At Dryas next he flew ; but weary chance          410

No longer would the same success advance ;
But, while he whirled in fiery circles round
The brand, a sharpened, stake  strong  Dryas

found,
And in the shoulder's joint inflicts the wound.